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Simon Cunliffe 

Wycoller Hall was a place of mystery and intrigue, with stories of ghosts and hauntings that had 
been passed down from generation to generation. But perhaps the most well-known of all the 
legends was the tale of Simon Cunliffe. 

Simon had been a wealthy landowner who lived in the area in the late 1700s. He was known for 
his love of hunting and would often ride out on his horse with his hunting party in tow. However, 
one fateful day, tragedy struck. As Simon was chasing a fox through his home, he rode up the 
staircase, scaring his wife to death. 

Ever since that day, Simon's ghost has been said to haunt the area around Wycoller Hall, riding 
his horse and blowing his horn as a warning of impending doom. And every year, in the middle 
of winter, his ghostly manifestation would appear, sending shivers down the spines of those who 
heard the sound of his horn. 

One particularly eerie recording was made by ghost hunters Colin Veacock and Peter Crawley 
in 1996. They captured the sound of a riding crop, which many believed was Simon's whip 
striking his horse as he rode through the area. 

But there was another, darker tale associated with the ghostly horseman. Some believed that 
Simon wasn't the one riding the horse at all, but rather an assassin who had been sent to kill the 
master of the hall. According to this story, the assassin was killed by a manservant before he 
could carry out his deadly mission, and his ghost now roamed the area seeking revenge. 

And then there was the story of the white woman. A young girl who lived in the hall during the 
twentieth century claimed that a ghostly apparition would visit her at night, a white woman who 
would stand at the foot of her bed and stare at her. The sightings only stopped when the girl 
changed bedrooms. 

Despite the many tales and legends that surrounded Wycoller Hall, it remained a popular 
destination for ghost hunters and curious visitors alike. And every year, on the anniversary of 
Simon's tragic accident, the sound of his horn could still be heard, a reminder of the past and a 
warning of the dangers that lay ahead. 


By Donald Jay 


